THE WHITE BUTTERFLY

Where the flowers sleep

Thank God ! I shall sleep to-nigh fc.

Oh, oome, butterfly !

YONB NOOITCHI

TAKAHAMA lived alone in a house behind the
cemetery of the temple of Sozanji. He was an old
man.  No one in the village knew precisely his
age; indeed, they knew little about him.   He
was regarded as amiable bat at the same time
eccentric, if not a trifle mad. His extraordinary
reticence lent fire to the neighbours5 imagination.
They wove fantastic tales about him, and not a few
spoke bitterly of him as one who had shirked his
responsibilities. Many were of the opinion that ice
and snow mingled in his veins, because he had never
married and, as far as they knew, had no knowledge
of women. They believed that it was the duty of
every man to marry and to bring up a family, unless
he took Buddhist vows.

Takahama for the most part lived the life of a
recluse.  In the daytime he worked in his garden
or sat there in solitary meditation. In the evening
he would sit on his veranda and play the biwa and
sing songs, or he would retire to his room and by the